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"I AM GOING THERE."

Devond lie crimson Sunset,
far. far beyond the skies,

Tliere is a huavcnly country
Where sunlight never dies ;

There is a glorious mansion,
Where all is bright and fair ;

Christ has prepared the City,
And I am going there I

Thousand of souls hare gathered
Into that heavenly Uomo,

Where sicknoea never enters,
And sorrows cannot come.

Saints with their lofty praises,
Around the throne repair :

In heaven the're always praising,
"And I am going thorc !"

Mv soul is sad to leave you,
lint oftentimes, it seems,

I hear the voice of Jesus,
Calling me in my dreams.

You know 1 shall be happy ;

You must not then desjmir,
For, Oh ! there is a heaven,

And 1 am going there

Sometimes 1 see those spirits,
That bright angelic band,

Who dwell with Christ forever
In yonder blutfol land.

His name is on their forehead.
And conquering palms they bear,

And I shall soon be with them i
Yes 1 am going there.

From friends n ho love me fondly,
Ami call n:e their delight,

I go to higher pleasures,
A world nf heavenly light!

A paradise denial,
( 'hriit did for us prepar ;

He calls me from my loved ones,
But they will meet me there 1

(flcrtcrt UisiffUnuy.

JESSIE AVEBY.

A 8TOHY OF THE WAR.

She bat! toiled all day, busy us a boo,
with her slender fingers, making the
neodlo fly swiftly through tho coarse,
stout linen of tho "Havolocks." juyj
now completely tired threw asido her
work and wandered out in tho twilight,
to cool her hot brow in tho fresh air
and enjoy tho porfumo of tho sweet
briars and roses.

The war had broken out in oarnost I

Sumter had been evacuated tho
stru ts of Baltimore woro ml with pro-i.c- us

blood tho boy-marty- r, Ells-
worth, had sealed his devotion to his
country with his life, and tho call for
troops was ringing from every hillside
unl through every valley. The old Hag
had bfcn trailed in tho dust; its stars
blotted out and its stripes fouled, and
it must be cleansed from all stain and
dishonor in tho red tide of battle
There was no other way left 1 There
could not, must not, should not, bo a
division of tho fair land God had given
to Freedom and tho free, for all time
as long as thero was strength in tho
good right arm, and courage in tho
manly heart !

Jessie Avery had entered heart, body
aiid boiil into tho matter moro than
any other girl in tho village. Early
and lato sho had been engaged in as-

sisting to mako ready tho regiment
that was to start tho noxt week. It

as her hands that had sowed tho
cnowy stars and embroidered tho crold- -

fnl.le oi mo nasi "AuC vinccre aut mo--
!" It was sho who had most cheer

ed tho wives and mothers and sisters
thoso who wero to no. and whinner

ed of safety and speedy return, though
God pity and forgive her. sho had but
utio laitu in Her own words of conso

lation.
Saturday night had como. Tho last

'Ilavelock" was finished, and JnRsin
Vorv wniw7nnfl flmpn K.. 1 1 1

ho httlo crock, that twined liko a sor--
eut around tho village, and seated
Prftf1f in llirt livmtil.Iiw. -utituvititm in 11 in in ii. wiio-w- branching and curved until thov
firm on n unfunnl -- K - 1 1

wlv M1UI illU lllDb JIL1III. Illlllllla- -

siiinimenncr clown thrnnrrli llm
cafy canopy above her, upon her soft,
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Illntl llftM fill
as Jmteiul to her. and with her hands

.. .imecni i i. i

it out.
"Jessio."
Sho heard not Uio word, but a shad- -

lV in 1 1. - it J
UIO imLii U)IU iiui iiiuu nuiuu uno

' Mr, and sho hftstuy wiped away
ira, and rail her liead from

! 4 whore it had boon bowed.
K'bsio."
Mr. Barbor."

'

iinvo ben X'tirchiug for you
mo?"

i, all tho vLHa.Td aro upon tin;
' 'i, tho baud

but it Yill 4..,,n rlune into a
i r measure. Iu WVl wru gojag

to colcbrtito our last Saturday night at
homo with a danco."

"A danco 1"

"Cortninlv and why not?"
"I should think prayer nloro fitting

such tin hour. You aro going whore
death will bo busy, and no ono can
forotoll what his fato may bo no hu-
man arm can turn tho shrifts aside."

"What a little Puritan you aro I You
should havo boon among thoso who
first sot thoir foot on tho 'Blarney stono
of Now England,' as somobody calls
Plymouth Bock."

"And if I had, I should havo striven
to have done my duty."

"I don't doubt it. You aro ti perfect
Httlo heroine, I know, but that is not
tho question now. Will you como
with mo to tho greon ?"

"No, I must bo oxcusod. It would
but illy ngroo with my present feelings
to mingle in a gay rovol.''

"Jessio Avery," and his light mannor
changed, "I had hopod that you would
havo gono with mo, for I havo much to
Ray to you."

""To mo?"
"Yos. You know that on Monday

wo loavo for "Washington."
"And this night you would spend in

frivolity?"
"Let us drop that subject. Jessio,

wo havo been playmates togothcr since
our earliest childhood. Li boy and
girlhood wo wore not separated, and
now that man and womanhood has
dawned upon us, shall our first parting
bo in anger ?"

"In angor ? O, no no !"
"Jessio, what may bo my fato, God

only can tclL As a boy you know I
loved you, and must tho man find
hackneyed words to UjII how that love
has grown with my growth and
strengthened with my strength? Jessio,
should I return in safety, may I not
hopo that you will bo my wife ? Will
you not pledge uio your word will you
not plight mo your troth ?"

"ISdward Barbor, I havo both dread-
ed and longed for this hour. I knew
that it must come, and yet I shrank
from its coming. But now it is press-
ed upon me, I can but apeak the truth,
though it may wound your self love
and pride, and sadden my own heart.
I can novor bo j'our wife.

"But tho reason ?"
"Press mo not for it."
"I have a right to know why lovo is

scorned."
"Not scorned. No, not that The

lovo of tho poorest and humblest on
earth is far too precious to bo thrown
idly away."

"And you will not tell mo why I am
thus rejected ?" ho demanded almost
sternly, and with his lips trembling
with tho passion ho was vainly trying
to keep in check.

"It is unmanly in you to ask," sho
replied, rising and preparing to return
home.

"Ie it ? J3y heavon 1 I will know
tho reason."

"If I had ilo other, your words
would havo given mo a suiliciont ono."

"My words ? And what did I say
that so offended your sanctimonious

j dignity ?" ho asked with a sneer.
"lie who can idly and impiously call

upon heaven to witness his almost
guilty purposes, can novor bo the hus-
band of "

"Pshaw ! But you will sing a dif-
ferent tuno when I como back who
knows but a gonorall But I am wast
ing time hero. Hark 1 tho baud aro
playing a waltz. Good-b- y, Jessie.
When 1 como back again, I will go to
Sunday school with you and read tho
Bible, as wo used to do when wo wore
children if I have time ! What, vou
wont give mo a parting kiss ? Well, I
will have an hundred from tho pretti-
est girls on tho green. So good-by- ,
and pray for mo." And tho gay young
captain turned away. Ho had strivou
to hido his chagrin under a brusque,
almost brutal mannor, and wildly en-
tered into tho sports of tho evening to
still conscience, and tho baflled lovo
that was busy with both heart and
brain.

"God bo with him and savo him,
hero and hereafter 1" was tho fervent
prayer that winged its way on high
from her lips, when his rapid footsteps
had long ceased to fall upon her ear,
and sho gathered her shawl around her
and sttrted homeward.

Thorc, at least, sho would not bo in-
sulted. Thero she, tho only child,
would bo safe out of tho way of tho
gay music that was ringing through
her brain, in a father and mother's
arms. Thero God was loved and wor-
shipped "in spirit and in truth," and
no impious lips over took his namo in
vain.

"Jessio," said tho good old lady, look-
ing up from her work as sho heard tho
light step of her daughter when sho
entered, "Jessio, so you havo not been
up to tho green ?"

"No, mother, I havo no heart to go
thero. But how did you know that I
had not gono ?"

"Walter Elmor was horo looking af-
ter you, and ho said "

"Walter Elmer!"
When sho had talked to tho gay

young captain in tho shadow of the
willow, no llush of neck or cheek no
crimson tcll-lal- o blood no tremble of
norves rovealed tho secret of tho heart;
but now sho turned away to hido, oven
from hor mother's eyes, tho burning
brow and quick, throbbing bosom.

"Yes, Walter Elmer, child. Ho said
ho had been looking ovorywhoro for
ygu, and"' I was dreaming, as usual in my wil-
low chair down by Uio creek, mother;
Lut," and sho hastily changed the sub-
ject, in order to conceal her emotion,
"but, mother, put by our work for to-
night, I will finish it fur ou on Mon-
day. I shall havo plenty of ttm when
tin- ngiimjit ji i gono, ' and a, deep
Hi.oll fbcupi'd lit r

Wh, Ji . lai aed her futhor,
tut he hud down his htet newspaper; "if

ST. ALBAjSTS,
1 didn t know that my girl was heart
wholo, 1 should think sho was sighing
for somo of them follows thut strut
about with shoulder sirups liko turkoy
cocks, and know about as much of war,
I'll bo bound 1 You ought to havo
seen our captain in '12, and""I was thinking father," replied Jes-
sie, interrupting him, for sho know by
evporionco what the length of his story
would bo, when ho began lighting his
battles ovor again. "I was thinking of
what a dreadful thing war was, and
and- -"

"Jessio," said a young man, drossed
in tho garb of a common soldier one
in the ranks as ho entered the open
door without ceremony, though with a
diffident, almost confused manner;
"Jessie, I came to ask a fuvor of vou."

"Favor Walt," broko in tho old man,
whilo his daughter sat with downcast
oyos and crimson cheeks. "Favor ? If
sho dosn't grant it, it, will bo tho first
time sho over refused, for my Jess is
just as kind-hearte- d as sho is pretty."

"Father !" was all the girl could rerj
ply to this wholesale praise. M

""What is it Walter?" askea tlio5

mother, kindly, and U cover tho con-j- ,

fusion of her child, for her womariiyj
feelings taught her intuition bv tha
remembrance of hor own girlish days,
that a now lovo had sprung up in her
daughter's heart, moro potent and
strong than that she boro to homo or
parents; a love for which sho would
"forsako father or mother," for which
hor heart v ould follow to tho battle-
field, and for which bIio would ovor bo
bowed down in prayer.

"I camo to ask Jossio to go with me
to my mother's for an hour or two.
Poor mothorsho feels vory badly about
my going."

"To bo sure sho does," again inter-
rupted tho old man. "To be suro sho
doos. If mj-- Joss was a boy, it would
bo mighty hard liko tearing out tho
strings of my heart to let her go. And
yet it is a duty, Walt, a duly that wo
owo both to God and our countrv.

i Your father, boy, fought by my side
a brave and a good soldier ho was, and

"I trust I shall novor disgraco his
memory, sir."

"To bo sure you wont! If liogor
Elmer over had a coward for a son
thoro must have been fraud in the mat-to- r.

But get your things, Joss, and go
along. " alt will sec you safe home.
And I say, boy, when you arc gone,
when you aro doing your duty for the
blessed old stare and stripes, wifo and
I, as well its Jess, will tako your old
mother under our wings, and seo that
sho don't want for anything."

"How much I thank you, sir."
"Well, well, go along. Bless my old

heart, these war tim&s almost make mo
young again, though wo didn't wear
such little gimcrack looking ctqis in
my day, I can tell you."

It was lato near midnight when
Jessio Avery started to return home,
accompanied by tho gallant young sol-
dier. Tho moon shed but "semi-lig-

ht

through the thick and loafy branches
of tho treeR that overhung their path.
In silence they wandered on until thoy
reached the little, cherry bordered lane
that led up to tho old homestead of
tho Averys. They nearly passed
through it without a word being spok-
en when suddonly tho voico of her com-
panion fell upon tho "oar of tho girl
startling hor liko a pistol shot:

"Jessio,"
"Walter 1"

"Jessio, but a fow short hours aud I
am going away going to take my
place on tho battle-llol- d. Do you know
why 1 am going

"For your country's honor, and the
holy causo of liberty and right," she
answered, in a trembling voico.

"Yes, thatin itself would havo forbid
mo to stay, but I had and havo another
incentive fully as strong. Can you not
guess it ?"

"I I no no."
"It was that I might pluck from the

wreath of glory at least one leaf to lay
at your feet Jessie, dear Jessio, not
until I had won a namo perchance
wealth, did I mean that these words
should havo been spoken. Not until
then did I intoud to havo told you how
deeply, truthfully I lovo you. But now
on tho vory vorgo, as it woro, of eterni-
ty I cannot keep them back. Jessio,
darling, should I return safe and sound

God forbid that I, even as I love you,
should ask you to fottor yourself to ono
crippled or maimed may I not hope
to call yon by tho dearer, holier title
wifo ?"

Tho moon hid itself behind a cloud
for an instant and as it asrain Hashed
its silver light through tho rifts, Jessie
Avery escaped from imprisoning arms,
and with Hushed brow, happy heart
and tho first kiss of love lingering on
hor lips, ran into tho houso and hid
her faco in her mother's bosom,

"Jessio, my dear child," questioned
tho good woman who had boon waiting
for her.

"Mother I am his " camo in
reply through Bobs of groat joy.

"Walter's ?"
"For life or death ! And, mother- -"

sho had almost added "kiss me," but
another's lips had already placed ono
upon hor own that must lingor thoro
forovor !

Tho 21st of Juno tho day written
as with swords for pons and blood for
ink on tho pages of our history tho
"terrible battle of Bull Run had been
fought won and lost! Tho news
flashod over tho wires through tho
length and breadth of tho North, as if
tho electric fluid had suddonly boon
tinged with hues incarnadine! "Who
was Bafo who wounded who dead ?"
was tho bitter cry on overy lip. 0, day
of fatal errors, unwavering courago, nt

matchless daring ! But yo who
battled thero, living or dead, will never
bo forgotton, for

VT., FRIDAY,
"coming millions will a fjlorious tributo

pay
To vour dauntless. dftsiiejato courage on lli.nl

any,
When the earth wan. crlmon rain and the sky. i . i ..wri rem 111 ininui
And tho cannons poured uestruotion and the ri-

fles deadly ralni
When hecatombs of noblo hearts, as votivo offer-

ings given
Upon their country's altar, wero accepted e'en in

heaven;
When human life was trampled out upon tho

gory path,
And tho God that watches battlo seemed to turn

away in wrath;
Yes, when tlio snowv dovo of pcaco the olive

branch shall bring.
When the sword Is tureen to ploughshare and

holy anfielssing
Of earth redeemed from bloodshed, in every land

and clime,
Thy tiame shall be a wonder and a glory for all

Timo."
The company to which Walter El-

mer belonged had bcon foremost and
in tho thickost of tho charge upon a
masked battory. Fow, except thoir
captain, Edward Barber, had escaped.
Though wanting in many of the at-

tributes that go to make up a good
man he was no coward. A kind Prov- -
idcuco seemed,, to havo held a shield

evening had gathered thicklyr'cEfl 'KmlHW&ldikUii foflraftlSihtuwaal
sh"bt rattled tmh iC'Uiiwed where
the matolfctjWrrtipert vubUOA

;wHij)eu' uutiariMcu.:- - ixiut it wos not so
witlFtho noble-hearte- d lover of Jessie

.i Cl -- 1. nivvery. oirucK uown amoiifr tun urst
faint from tho loss uf blood, and dy-

ing with thirst, he had been literally
tramped into tho bloody ground by
thoso that camo after, and by thoso
who retreated, in tho causeless panic
that put in end to the strife. And
during tl.6 terrible night that followed
he lay thoro ! If all of human agony
can bo condensed into a few brief
hours, it was endured then and thoro
by thoso who had fallon. List yo the
story as it falls from the lips of somo
ono you love, who was there, and learn,
if yo havo never learned before, how
much thoso who havo battled for your
firesides and your homes, havo endur-
ed, to keep them from tho foot of the
invader aud tho rule of tho oppressor.

The retreat checked a brief armis-
tice established, Captain Barbor gath-
ered tho scattered remnants of his com-
pany, and returned to tho gory field to
succor such as might live to bury
thoso whose spirit lips woro answering
tho roll call in a camp boyond tho
river that washes tho shores both of
time and eternity.

Captain, hero is Walt Elmer,; said
ono of the little squad of men, as ho
camo suddenly upon him.

"Walter Elmer ! I knew ho was in
tho foremost rank. I saw him fmhtiner
liko a tiger. Go on with your search
men, I will attend to him;" and tho
Captain knelt by tho side of the almost
corpse.

"Water! for God's sake, wator 1"
camo in a husky, curdling whisper
from tho lips of the poor soldier.

"Yes, in a moment Tho men are
'

bringing somo now. Whqre aro you
wounded ? Let mo sev.-"'hU-- and he
unbuttoned tho uniform to search for
tho mark of the fatal bullet.

"Don't don't," and tho hands of
Walter Elmer woro raised tremblingly,
and folded over his breast as if to for-
bid further investigation.

"Pshaw ! Walt, you aro as delicato
as a woman. But I am not going to
let you die so," and ho removed tho
hands and. laid tho fair breast open.
"Wo woro boys together, you know,
Walt, and my God ! what is this ?"
and from over tho feebly beating heart
ho toro a miniature and gazed upon it
as with Uic eyes of a demon.

"By Heaven 1" he continued, after a
brief pause, in which all tho evil pas-
sions of his nature surged and boiled
lava-lik- e, "By Heaven i It is Jess Ave-

ry ! And it was for this poor, namo-les- s,

lily -- faced boy that sho spurned
my love," and ho threw the littlo min-
iature at his foot, and ground all sem-
blance of female beauly from it beneath

.1 :t fu.i ."j..

"Water! 0?Seri riwillino ono trivo
mo water f,TMwne. dying,"
was still tho pittfS&Weamug cry wrung
by fearful agonyjfnwtUke lips of tho
wounded man.l$74t

"Mater ? YA.VHihsliallhavo water
when it rainj;tarchroast, die,

fool ! Tho sooaaTv the bitter, and Jess
Avery shall bo'li4''J.H''

"Wator !wat?$0
But tho plea .fell' upofc' oars that lis-

tened not, and th$jptaon turned away.
Bed-hande- d ravefegO'tfiyfull posses-
sion of his soiild,hsl llo not been
suro that deathwCSQonjfreo him of
his fortunate riyliBiiglit.havo been
that murder w6uWjia,ypfprj)mptcd his
hand to accelerate.thetoiid.

"What, Waltr?and;dying !" ed

a bliiiTold'jb'jrgoa'utp ns ho near-
ly stumbled oveV'himf "Br thunder!
this wont do. .ntxmim darling,
and her only child. IiaJfS

"Water! watoyi.,
"Yes, boy, yes !j 3lfirfi;it is, if tho

whiskey hasn't gqtr.tfie bjjt of it, but it
can't hurt you, a'howasicl ho hold
his flask to his commWffB.

"Georgo TomjWW11. 1 am
dying" riUMip

"No you oint, idWllii't !"
"Tell mother t&TXfe
The old soldier;f.whWkft4',tiecu deaUi

in overy form, oi0fcjwfl8'ad8 of bat-
tlo in Mexico, bnielli Vir from off
his weathor-bronze- d cheek? and cut tho
sentence short by lifting Elmer as if ho
had been a child, and bearing him away.

Captain now Colonel Barbor (for
ho had beon promoted) returned to his
nativo village covered with glory and
prido ! Ho had but to open his arms
to havo any of tho girls fall into them
savo ono.

"Is it can it bo truo that Walter
Elmor is doad died on tho battle-
field ?" asked Jessio Avery, tho first
timo thoy met, faltering at overy word.

"Certainly, I saw him mysolf."
"Then God help his poor, widowed

mother, and and "

"And? You wero going to add
somcthinfj, Misa Jcsaio?"

APKIL 15, IS64L
"And-niid-ta- ko him homo to glory."
"You seem deeply interested in his

fato."
"Yos yos I was was," and alio

foil fainting at his foot boforo ho could
savo hor.

Edward Barber remained for months
in the neighborhood, recruiting his sad-
ly thinned regimont; but it was long
boforo ho again put himself in the way
of mooting Jessie, who, grown to a
shadow, with blanched and etiolated
chocks and form, seemed to bo fast

too ethereal for earth. Sho
was waiting only waiting Ull tho shad-
ows had grown a Httlo longer, for the
voico of tho angol that would summon
hor to join him sho loved, in tlio land
where strife ia unknown and tho battlo
drum is novcr beat Well tho discard-
ed suitor knew that she mourned bit-
terly, but timo ho thought would dry
her tears, and ho could vet train hor
consent to bo his wifo.

Seated on a low utool by her moth- -
Uystsidc, when tho shadows of an au- -

dias; through tho cherry-shade- d lane,
sBbrwas trying to read the blessed
wdrds of proniiso lined upon tho pages

lluly writ. out could not for hor
TX,...- - L it... 1 1 I..item nui iuu suauows nw

dark and tho dead leaves falling thick
ly upon hin lonely gravo?

"Father, thero is somobody at the
door; will you go and soo.pleasc ?" sho
said, suddenly starting up.

livery sound was n terror to her now,
and hor parents petted and humored
her every whim, deeming that sho
would soon pass away from their mor-
tal vision.

"Yos, daughter, yes. It's somo of
the neighbors' girls, I'll bo bound," ho
said, as tho knock was repeated more
loudly, aud ho hobbled to tho door.

"Doos Mr. ivery livo hero ?" asked
tho gruff' voico of a man, who, as tho
lights flashed upon him, stood rovealed
in tho dress of a soldier, and with tho
stripes of a sergeant glittering on his
arm.

"Yes, yes; I'm Ralph Avery. YVliat
do you want, my good man ?"

"Good ! Well, I do believe I'vo dono
ono good deed in my long, useless life.
But hero is a piece of war timber a
sort of sword without an edge a bat-
tered bullet a busted cannon, that I've
brought you," and ho stejiped aside
aud lifted a pallid-face- d, trembling form
in his arms and carried him in! o the
room.

"Walter ! Walter Elmer 1" and the
arms of Jessio Avery wero wound
around his neck, and sho sobbed hys-
terically upon his bosom.

Shut tho door draw tho curtains
close and pin them, that no prying eye
may look upon the scene within. None
but father, mother and tho bluff old
sergeant havo a right thoro, savo only
God's good angels, who aro whispering
joy to thu pure, young heart of .Jessie
Avery. lialluu's Monthly JJayazine.

HE DIED EIOH.

People said this everywhere, when
tho morning papers announced the
death of John ltussell, President of
tho bank. They said it on Wall
street, whero thoy count wealth by
hundreds of thousands, and they said
it in elegant parlors, and by luxuriant
breakfast tables, all over tho squares
and avenues of the great city ! They
said it, too, in dark alloys and squalid
homes where all his thousands could
not buy back to tho millionaire one
hour of tho life that was to them a
burden and a misery. Everywhere it
was the same story, "Ho died rich."

His family and his friends thought
so when thoy gathered around the
bedsido of tho dying man ; and you,
reader, would havo thought so, too, if
you could havo looked around that
chamber into which death was cntor-in- g

with his footfalls and ghastly pres-
ence.

Oh 1 it was a princely room. Bare
pictures flushed tho walls that winter
day with tho glory of Arcadian sum- -

mcr; tho fairest blossoms of bouthern
Mays wero piled thick upon tho costly
carpet; and tho daintily embroidered
drapery fell in soft, crinkled clouds
from tho massive bedstead. And tho
owner of all this magnificonco lay thero
dying; and through all his life of moro
than threo scoro years ho had toiled
and struggled for this to die rich.
Ho had bought lands and sold them;
ho had sent richly freighted ships to
foreign ports; ho had owned shares in
tho railroads, and stocks in banks, and
now !

Ah ! thoro was an angel who stood
at tho bedsido of John Russell in that
dying hour, and tho man had nothing
out of all his lifo to givo him; no gon-
orous, noblo, deeds
which would havo beon pearls and
cold, and all precious lowols on tho
hand of tho angol; so ho wroto down
at tho last chapter of .Tolui Russell's
life "Ho died poor."

"Ho died poor." A very fow per-
sons said this of an old man who lay in
a back chamber of a dilapidated build-
ing, whoso solitary window looked out
on tho back garden of John Russell's
residence. Tho floor was baro, and
thoro wero only a fow. chairs, a tablo
and a low bed in tho room. By its
sido stood an old black woman, whom
tho dying man had occasionally fur-
nished with an armful of wood or a
loaf of bread. Sho moistened his lips
with water, or held tho tallow candle
close to his dim oyes so ho might onco
moro seo tho lights of tho world. Ho
had not a dollar upon tho earth; his
fortune had taken wings and flown
away; his wifo and children had gono
beforo him ; his frionds had deserted
or lost sight of him, but tho grateful,
old black womau whom ho had saved
from starvation.

But tho angol with tho book stood
thero too and looking ovor tho old
man's lifo, ho saw how many good and

gontlo and gonorous deeds brightened
ovory year; how ho had beon kind to
tho suffering, and forgiven such wrongs
as make men friends, and striven
through nil tho trials and temptations
of his long, sad life, to bo truo to God
and himself. So tho angel wrote un-
der tho last chapter of this man's life,
and ovory letter shono like somo rare
sotting of diamonds, "Ho died rich."

And tho old man know it, when ho
stood at tho silver gates of Uio Eter-
nal City, aud they led him in, and
showed him tho inheritance to which
ho was heir.

Thoro was tho house not mado with
hands, with its columns of pcnrl, and
its ceilings of jasper, with its pleasant
rooms, and lofty halls and its mighty
organs, from which peal forever tho
notes of praiso to our God.

There, too, was tho pleasant land-
scape with its green avenues, its gold-
en pavilions, its trees waving in the
joy of eternal leaves, and its silver
meadow lands, sloping down to tho
river of eternal waves. He was heir
to all theso things, for ho had laid up
for himself a crown of glory in tho
kingdom above, where "moth and rust
doth not corrupt."

THE ARABIAN HOESE.

In early youth immense pains aro
lavished upon him, and ho is rarely
mounted beforo ho is two years and a
half old, but his education has been
such that ho is by that time almost
qualified to tako caro of both himself
and his master. When tho rider dis-
mounts, and wishes his steed to remain
stationary, ho has niorely to pass the
bridlo ovor his head; ho has never any
reason to ask a man to hold his horso
for liim. At market, or elsewhere, ho
leaves him for hours without disquiet-
ude, and returns to find him stock-stil- l.

This has been taught by a very simple
process. Tho bridlo onco over his
head, and dragging on tho ground, a
slavo is stationed besido him to tread
upon it whenever the animal is about
to go oft", and so to give a disagrccablo
shock to the bars of tho mouth. This
is tho only thing approaching to harsh-
ness In tho training of tho Arab al
though, indeed if tho training should
fail, there are spurs used such as no
European could dream of using. Tho
society for tho prevention of cruelty to
animals would have little scope for em-
ployment in Algeria. Should any chil-
dren, too young to reason, tcaso or ill-u- so

tho horses tethered in front of tho
tent, tho Arab wifo will cry? "Children
beat not tho horses. Wretches, it is
thoy who nourish yon. " Do you wish
that Allah should curso our tent?"
Sho does not sparo hor own husband,
if ho misuses his horso, but complain-
ing of him to tho chief of tho tribe,
"Oh! mylord, although hois all wohavc,
yet my husband takes him on idlo
lournies, overrides him, taxes liim bo
yond his strength. Scold him, I be-
seech you, in tho namo of Allah. Lead
him back in tho way of our forefathers.
Abovo all, however, don't tell him that
it was I who suggested this to you."

Tho Arab horso is.vatered only onco
in tho twenty-fon- r hours. Ho is often
obliged to content himself with dates
instead of barley; theso aro given to
him beforo they aro perfectly ripe,
when thoir stones aro Boft, and aro eat-
en stones and all. Li the Spring, ho
is turned out on tho pastures; but in
tho summor if his master can afford it,
ho gets a little barley. On this scanty
faro, a good horso in tho desert is ex
pected, if necessary, to accomplish, for
livo or six successive days, distances of
a hundred and twenty-nv- o to a hun
dred ond fifty miles; and after a couple
oi nays rest anti good teetiing ho will
bo quite well enough to repeat tho feat,
It no Bliakcs hiniscll at any resting-
place, or paws tho ground with his
foot, it is held that thero is no occasion
j ii ii10 pun up in mo journoy; nnu u you
would know at tho end of a day of ex
cessive latiguo How far you can yet do--
peuu upon your norso, got oil tlio back,
and pull him strongly by the tail: if ho
remains unmoved, you may still rely
upon him. It is of no very rare occur-
rence to hear of a horso doing ono hun-
dred and eighty miles in twenty-fou- r
hours. Tlio requisites which tho men
of tho desert look for him aro that 'ho
should carry a full-grow- n man, his
arms aud a chango of clothing, food
for both his rider and himself, a flag
oven on a windy day, and if it bo nec
essary, drag a dead body behind him

A horBO of tho Sahara is calculated
to livo from twenty to twenty-liv- o

years, and r. mare from twenty-fiv- o to
thirty; his primo is indicated by tho
following proverb:

Soven years for my brother,
Soven years for mysolf,
Soven years for my onomy.

Tho Arabs prefer mares to horses,
out only lor threo following reasons:
1. Tho pecuniary profit; for thoslorios
that represent tho sons of tho desert
turning their backs upon proffered
treasure and remounting tho beloved
steed that they cannot bring thorn-solv- es

to part with, aro a littlo imagin-
ary, and as much as four thousand
pounds has been known to havo been
rccoived for tho progeny of a wnglo
maro. 2. Because tho maro docs not
neigh liko tho horso in timo of war a
most important matter. 3. Bocauso
sho is less sonsitivo to hunger, thirst,
and heat, and will feed on the samo
horbago as tho sheop and caniols.
Chambers' Journal,

Unseemly Extiuvaoance. Tho Now
York Evening Post calls attention to
tnomaci extravagance of the day. Wo
quote:

A man builds a marblo stablo on tho
roar of his lot, at tho cost of eight
thousand dollars, and fits up a private
theatro over it. Another pays eight
thousand dollars for a pair of horses
to drivo on tho road for his plcasuro;
and many givo from fifteen nundred
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to threo thousand dollars for tho same
object. Another provides n, dinner
for n dozen frionds rejecting the old
superstition of tho unlucky thirteenth

and this simple dinner costs ono
thousand dollars.

A children's party is given in an tip
town house, where every child is clad
entirely in dresses imported from Par-
is. An American citizen purchases n
houso for over ono hundred thousand
dollars, and tears it down, to ld

upon its site ono yet moro costly.
Theso aro signs of tho times aro

thoy not evidences of a stato of things
unhealthful, feverish, threatening to
tho honest simplicity of our political
lifo; and threatening not less evil to
the ideas and the principles of which
that lifo has hitherto been a fair expo-
nent?

Is there nothing worthier than per-
sonal adornment! Ono man spends
two hundred thousand dollars upon a
dwelling honso; but he might build
with this sum n long row of decent
cottages, to rent people in moderate
circumstances; ho might enable fifty
or a hundred families of working men
to lho clonnly and rocvvoolubly in Xotv
York, and thus mako himself a public
benefactor and that without sinking
his money where he can never recov-er'i- t.

Or, instead of dressing a few chil-
dren in silks and jewels, and robbing
them of tho freshness and charm of
youth, by theso vanities, why not spend
tho money in sending homeless chil-
dren to comfortablo farmhouses in tho
West?

In England during tho French war,
useful enterprises of all kinds woro orig-
inated and prospered. Thero was then,
as with us now, nn inflated currency;
great fortunes wero mado by specula-
tive ventures, as hero now. No doubt
thero was extravaganco ; but thoro
arose at tho samo time a spirit favor-abl- o

to useful enterprises of many
kinds such as wo wish could obtain
among us. The citizen who wastes his
gains npon ostentatious houses, furni-
ture, dress or food, commits a crirao
against his country.

Aiurr Deshitioxs. In a recent sneech
in tho Senate, Mr. Wilson stated tho
following interesting facts, relative to
desertions from tho army:

It had been represented that thoro
wero sixty thousand deserters from
our army. This was a mistake. Thoro
wero not moro than forty thousand.
Many of theso had escaped from tho
army through hospitals and other
means.

It was also represented that twenty-oig- ht

thousand deserters had been re-
turned to tho army in tho past fow
months through the provost marshal
system. In connection with the enroll-
ment act, thero aro now fow deserters
in tho amy. Ho thought thero wero
oight or ton thousand deserters in
Canada or tho British Provinces. Thoy
had gono thoro when desertion was
not considered so great a crime as it
is now, when discipline was slack, and
when it was comparatively easy to ob-
tain troops. Ho cited tho fact that
ovor thirty-fiv- e thousand troops wero
absent without leavo at Harrison's
Landing.

lie had learned that manv of theso
deserters in Canada wero anxious to
return and servo their term out, as tho
war had lasted longer than thoy had
expected. Thoy find that living in
Canada is much harder than serving
thoir country in tho fiold. Ho thought
that if tho President would namo such
places as Detroit, Buffalo, Ogdensburgh
or somo points in the Stato of Maino
where theso deserters might como un-
der tho terms of this bill, quito a body
of men would return to duty.

Saucy Thick. Rascally urchins in
Philadolpcia stick nails into tho crevi-
ces of tho brick pavement and then
lav back to enjoy tho entanglements
which result to hoop skirts and long
trailing dresses. This is a saucy trick
in tho boys, rendering it most unpleas-
ant for tho ladies to bo brought to a
stand-sti- ll by a damaging jerk, highly
destructive to equanimity and wearing
npparol; horo in our vilhigo thoy aro
"jerked up" by tho nail-head- s in tho
worn out planks of tho dilapidated
Bido-walk- s. But wo havo very littlo
sympathy for tho wearers of trnilino- -

dresses. Wo saw a majesUcally dressed
lady on Bridge-s- t tho other clay doing
scavenger work with tho deep flouueo
of a costly silk dress, swooping at
least six inches upon tho sidewalk. If
thero is anything moro slovenly not
to speak of extravagance than swoon
ing pavemonta with latlics' skirts, wo
havo novor discovered itriatttburah
Jiejmmcan.

Fountain Pen. Mr. Warren, a irold
pon manufroturor in Brooklyn, has in-
vented an "Elastic Adjustable Foun-
tain. It is simply tho application of
a. minuto India rubber baud slipped on
to tho point of tho non about a onnr--
tor of an inch from thonic, and which
formes a weir, ovor which tho ink in
tho upper part of "tho nen flows to thn
poiut'as required, wihout tho least
dangor of blottinr? from overflow, and
yet supplying a continuous stream as
abundant as tho more complicated and
easily chokod fountain of other devices.
It is nnnlirfthln fn oil rA;nn.
and its simplicity and cheapnoss must
commond it to all.

--Rov. Byron Sunderland, of Wash
ington, D. C, has accepted tho iuvita-tio-n

of tho American aud Foreicm
Christian Union to fill tho vacancy m
tho Amorican Chapel at ParjB, with tho
understanding that tho. appointment is
for lour yearB, unless oarhor terminat-
ed by unforeseen circumBtances.

Society has a jjeht to bo partic
ularit is eo often deceived.


